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"And, that's a wrap," Ross Halfin said, straightening up and handing the camera to his assistant. "Good job, 
everyone, and I'll see you at Newcastle next week" The photographer and his assistant packed up quickly and 
efficiently, then exited the big, white-tiled shower block. 

"Well, thank God that's done," Pete muttered, throwing on a t-shirt over his footie shorts. "Who's for a pint?" 


"I'll go," Rick said. He shoved his feet into his trainers and tugged on his own t-shirt. 


Joe sighed as he pulled a rugby shirt over his head. "Wish | could, mates, but | have to do that radio interview 
in about ten minutes." 


"Steve, Sav, you two coming?" Pete asked. 
"Nah, not really in the mood to dodge groupies right now," Sav said easily, Steve nodding agreement with his 
boyfriend. "Anyway, | wanna wash my hair for real. That shite Ross put in it to make it look wet's gone all 


sticky on me." 


Pete shrugged. "Your loss, then, mates," he said as he and Rick exited the showers, followed by Joe a moment 


later. 


Steve rummaged in his duffel bag as Sav shucked off the spandex trousers Ross had put him in for the photo 
shoot. "Want company, baby?" he asked with a smile. "I can do your back, maybe wash your hair for you." 


| always want your company, love," Sav replied with a smile. He walked over to Steve, giving him a teasing kiss 
before going back to the spigots on the wall and turning one on, adjusting the temperature to a comfortable 
heat. "You coming?" 

"Not yet," Steve teased. "But I'm sure you can do something about that, if you wanted." 

Sav laughed. "Cheeky bugger," he said affectionately. "What's got into you today?" 

"Nothing yet, but hopefully you," Steve said with a grin as he peeled off his own spandex. "Those trousers not 
only hug your arse, they show off your goods rather well. | kept having to picture Maggie Thatcher in her 


knickers so's I'd not get a stiffy whilst Ross was watching us.’ 


"I was thinking something similar," Sav admitted. "Every time Ross asked you to turn, and the light caught the 


shine of the spandex over the curve of your arse.." He smiled and stepped under the spray. 

Steve joined him there, already half-hard between the conversation and the sight of his boyfriend with the hot 
water cascading down his body. "You look bloody amazing like this, you know," he said softly. He grabbed Sav's 
shampoo and poured some into his hands, then gently massaged it into his lover's wet mop of curls. 


"That feels bloody fantastic," Sav purred, his eyes closing in pleasure. "You've got the best hands, love." 


"Anything to make you feel good, baby," Steve said, blushing. "Especially when I've been wanting you so bloody 


much." 


"Like | haven't been bloody well wanting you," Sav teased gently. He leaned in and captured Steve's lips in a kiss 
that swiftly turned from tender to torrid. 


Steve moaned into that kiss, his hands slipping down from Sav's hair to caress his neck and back, then over his 


firm arse cheeks, pulling him closer. He moaned again as their erections slid together. 


Sav purred as Steve pulled him closer, wrapping his arms around his lover and shifting his hips to slide his 
length against Steve's. He broke the kiss to murmur, "I like your way of washing my back." 


"Lean your head back, baby, let me rinse the shampoo out," Steve said. "Then I'll wash your front, too." 
"| like that thought,” Sav agreed, tilting his head back into the spray once more. 
Steve carefully ran his hands through Sav's curls, making sure to rinse away all the shampoo. Then he soaped 


up his hands and moved behind his lover, pressing close against Sav's back while running his soapy hands 


teasingly over his boyfriend's chest and lower. He teased lightly over Sav's hips, then down over his thighs, 


soap-slick fingers coming tantalizingly close to his boyfriend's groin. "Gonna get you nice and clean, so we can 


get dirty again," he murmured, leaning in to nuzzle at Sav's ear. 
"You fucking tease," Sav groaned. 
"Your fucking tease, and you love it," Steve said with a purr and a rip at Sav's earlobe. 


"Fuck, yeah," Sav admitted, grinding his arse against his lover's hard cock "Want you so much, Steve.. want to 
feel you all hot and slick around my cock." 


"God, baby, and | want to feel your hard cock filling me up," Steve moaned. "Need you so bad." 
"Where's the lube?" Sav asked. 


"Across the room, of course," Steve chuckled ruefully. "Start rinsing off, baby, I'll go grab it" He gave Sav a 
kiss on the neck and a squeeze on the arse, then picked his way across the room to grab the lube from his 
bag. As an afterthought, he picked up one of the small metal benches from the dry half of the big shower 
block and carried it back over to his boyfriend under the spray. 


"What's this, then?" Sav asked. 
"Something for me to brace on," Steve said with a chuckle. "Don't wanna slip and get hurt." 


"Good point," Sav said. "And your arse looks bloody amazing when you're bent over like that." He ran his hand 


down Steve's side and over the curve of his arse. 


Steve purred and handed his lover the lube, then crouched down long enough to give a teasing lick to the head 


of Sav's cock. "Quit talking, start touching," he said cheekily. 


Sav chuckled warmly and pulled Steve close. "You are full of yourself today, love. Whatever the reason, | like 
itl" He leaned in and very deliberately sucked a large, dark hickey onto Steve's neck as his hand teased at one 
pale nipple. 


"Oh God, baby," Steve moaned, his hips rocking forward and his own hands lifting to trace the muscles of Sav's 
shoulders and chest. "Love you so much. Want you so bad." 


"Want you too, love," Sav murmured. He moved behind his lover and squirted some lube on his fingers. "Gonna 


make you feel so good." 


"Yessssl" Steve hissed as he felt Sav's finger probing at his entrance. He bent over and braced himself on the 


bench, giving his lover easier access to his passage. "Feels so good..." 


Feels bloody brilliant," Sav murmured. "You're fuckin beautiful, you know that?" He slipped one finger into 
Steve's passage, curling it to find that one spot. 


"Oh! Oh, right there.. feels so good, baby.. need you.." Steve whimpered, bucking back into Sav's finger. 


Sav purred. "God, you look so hot like that, so eager and hungry for me.." He added a second finger, leaning 


over to press soft, open kisses over Steve's back and neck. 
"God, Sav... fuck me, baby.. need you so bad.." Steve thrust back eagerly. 


Sav purred again, withdrawing his fingers to coat his shaft with the lube. He carefully pushed himself into his 
lover's passage, moaning softly. "Oh, Steve.. so hot and tight... love you..” 


‘Love you too," Steve gasped as a smooth thrust brushed against that one spot. "Oh God right there." He 
arched his back, water from the still-running shower pooling over his spine as he rocked his hips in time with 


Sav's thrusts. 


"Feels brilliant," Sav purred, reaching around to stroke Steve's erection, strong fingers slick with lube teasing at 
his length and just brushing over the head. Half his hair frizzed around his face and half stuck to his shoulder 
from the running water as he thrust steadily into his lover's tight heat. "I wish | could keep you like this all 


day. 
"Like what, dripping wet?" Steve teased. 
"Worker," Sav said affectionately. 


"You're the one wanking me right now," Steve pointed out, then moaned as Sav's thrusts hit that sensitive spot 


especially firmly. "Oooh... more... love you..." 


Sav gave a breathless chuckle and teasingly varied his pace, bringing Steve to the brink and then backing off 
again, until his boyfriend turned into a quivering, pleading mess beneath him. 


Sav... Sav... please, baby.." Steve whimpered, his arms trembling as he leaned his weight on the little bench. 


"Need you...” 
"Need you too, love," Sav panted out, settling into a steady rhythm. "Come for me..." 


Those words, accompanied by a tightening of Sav's hand around him, tipped Steve over the edge, spilling over 
his lover's hand with a high, keening cry. 


Sav gave a soft howl of his own as he slammed forward into Steve's tight passage, flooding him with his own 
completion. He wrapped his arms around his lover, leaning heavily on Steve and pressing kisses along the length 


of his spine. "My precious love," he murmured. 


Steve blushed as he slowly caught his breath. "Oh, Sav.. | love you so much, baby. You're my everything.” 


"As you're mine,’ Sav replied softly. He sighed and pulled back slowly, letting the shower rinse away the 
evidence of their activities. "Let me wash your hair for you?" 


"Yeah, I'd like that," Steve said. Rather than try to stand on his still-shaking legs, he sat on the bench he'd 
been leaning against and tilted his head back into the spray. 


Sav located the shampoo and poured a little into his hands, strong fingers working it into his boyfriend's wispy 
blond hair. He then leaned Steve back against his chest to rinse his hair and put in a small amount of 
conditioner before ducking his own head under the spray and working the conditioner through his own thick 
curls. Rinsing both of their hair, he shut off the water with a sigh and pulled Steve in close for a soft kiss. "I 


love you." 
"I love you too," Steve replied with a soft smile. 
"And | love you both, you bloody wankers, but you really gotta work on your volume control, mates," Joe's 


sardonic voice came from the doorway of the shower block. "Especially since Halfin's still in the building." The 
singer laughed and vanished once more. 


Steve and Sav just looked at each other and laughed. 


